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" Ey" 


Pete returned the nod without saying a word. He took a sip of his beer and went back to picking the strings on 
his guitar, as if Joe wasn't there. 


Silence settled in, the only sound heard in the rusty room being his occasional attempt to play a harmonic. 


"Where are the others?" Joe asked, getting a shrug in response. "What's the matter wi' you?" He asked when 
the other man continued almost ignoring him. 


Pete raised his messy-haired head. "Nothing. l'm playing." 
Joe observed him skeptically from under his dark curls. "Fine." 


Following several moments of strained silence, Pete exhaled quickly. "Look, | promised I'd keep me mouth shut, 


so--" 


He was interrupted by the crash of heavy steel door opening and two of his bandmates strolling in, a plastic 
beer packet in each of their hands. 


"Look what Mrs. Colbert gave us!" Rick exclaimed, raising the green bottles in the air, a toothy grin stretching 
his young features. "I knew this rock'n'roll life was gonna pay off." 


Joe reached out and snagged it from him, ignoring Steve's questioning gaze. "You're not ol! enough to drink that 


anyway." He glared at him before shoving the pack with his foot. 
"Why'd you do that for?!" Rick whined but Joe showed him to shut up. 
"Yeah, what bit you this morning, Joe?" Steve asked, tucking a lock of light-brown hair behind his ear. 


Joe pulled up an old plastic crib from the corner and sat on it, staring at Pete who lounged across him, gazing 
at his guitar. 


"Spill it" 


He didn't miss the way Steve and Rick exchanged glances, or the way Pete raised his head by half an inch and 
then bowed it again. 


"What's going on, you wankers?" Joe snapped, looking over all of them. "And cut out the bloody sex-affair looks 


you two!" He scolded Steve and Rick, who cleared their throats awkwardly. 


"Er, funny you should say that." Steve began, scratching his neck, but Rick pushed an elbow under his ribcage, 
straightening up when Joe glared at him. 


| have to.. the loo." Pete mumbled and rose off his crib, but Joe grabbed his skinny forearm. 
"Sit down" 


His head nodded in Steve's direction, green eyes shining beneath his dark brown curls. 


"l, er." Steve peeped over at his mates, but none of them seemed to be looking at him; both Rick and Pete 
were casually picking out dust pins off their clothes or studying the old gas pipes that climbed up the walls. 


"We, er.. sort of heard you and Sav last night." He finished awkwardly, pink colour picking up easily from his 


pale face. 


Joe's heart stopped in his chest for a moment and he could swear saliva would be leaking out of his mouth 


when he spoke, so he swallowed and scowled at Steve. 


"What t ‘ell? We went out as soon as we hit the ground. After the lot of you kicked us out. We were on a 
fucking piss..." 


The boys exchanged glances again. 

"Would you bloody stop that?! It's annoying as ‘ell." 

"We know its none of our business, but." Steve was cut off by Rick again 

"T ‘ell it ain't!" He grinned wide at this point. "We wanna know if you've been shaggin.” 


He yelped when Steve smacked his head that good that his curls kept on shaking even when he moved away. 


"Ow! Steeevel” 
Joe swallowed again and waited for the pokes to end. 


"You're off your onion. All three of you." He finally growled, waving a hand through the air. "Why would you 
think something like that?" 


"You were practically making a film out there." Rick cackled. 


Joe's eyes narrowed and he rose from the weak plastic crib, knocking it to the ground. He glared down at the 


drummer. "Where ‘ave you learned the new word, Rick?" 


Rick's laughter died and he flipped Joe off, but the singer thudded away from the room, yelling as he left. "If | 


hear any more rubbish, feel free to write goodbye notes to your mums!" 


The boys looked at each other. 


Sitting on the rusty iron lid of the old basement, Joe sipped a bottle of beer in silence, eyes scanning the 


concrete surroundings. 
Dark smoke was escaping the grasp of a wide brick chimney somewhere above the closest roof and Joe's 


fingers suddenly itched for a cigarette. He rubbed a hand against his washed out jeans and gripped the almost 
empty bottle with both of his hands. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a figure slide into the door that led to their rooms and the old studio. 
Rising up from his seat, he went after it, striding over just as the dark curly cloud vanished inside. Joe 
grabbed the edge of the door and swung it open, rushing up the stairs, his footsteps ringing down the iron 
shelves. 


"Sav!" 


The curls kept on bouncing and were soon gone, only the scent of a light shampoo hanging in the air. Joe sighed 


quietly and went for the door on the left, thinking he saw his friend run there. 


"Sav?" He called as he entered the dark room, squinting to see anything except the old cribs illuminated by the 
sunshine slipping through the cracks in the wood-sealed window. 


"Rick? Are you there?" Joe called out slowly, moving into the room. "Its me, Joe.” 
He bit his lip. Alright, identifying himself might have been a bad idea. 


There was a weak crack somewhere, and then a muffled voice; Joe had to strain his ears to be sure he wasn't 


imagining it. 

"Go away, Joe." 

"Sav!" 

Oh good, he was here. 


"Why are you hiding from me, luv?" Joe squinted at the dark boxes and cribs, trying to locate his friend. He 


took a step forward, trying to rely on Sav's voice to guide him. 


"Rick?" He swallowed a load of saliva as his steps crackled the rubbish on the floor. Several thoughts were 


intertwining in his mind in a variety of scenarios. "Come out, please." 


Trying to ignore the silence that responded once more, Joe stalked toward the highest dark shape of wooden 
boxes, craning his neck to look for his friend. Just then, a rustle surprised him and several limbs brushed 


against him as a body escaped its hiding. Joe's reflexes made him grab the closest limb and stop his struggling 


friend. 
"Sav!" He whispered, trying to calm him down, but his grip didn't loosen 


"Let go of my arm, Joel" Sav hissed, trying to break free, but Joe fished for his other hand, battling slaps and 
quite-honestly-painful scratches until he gripped them both, plastering his friend to his chest. 


"Sav. Calm down" 

He felt the other man puff out a breath that blew some of the curls from his face. 
"Look at me." 

me 

"Sav" 

"| said no, Joe, bugger off" 


Joe in return squeezed him harder, closing his eyes in gratitude when he felt the other man relax in his chest, 


his soft curls squishing in between. 
"Will you listen to me?" 
"No." 


"Sav, don’ be a minger" Frustration was obvious in Joe's voice but he tried to calm his nerves. "I always 


thought you ‘ad bollocks." 
"Oh bite my arse." 
"| don't ‘ave to, do |?" 


He rolled his eyes when Sav didn't do as much as smile or acknowledge his comment. The good thing was, he 


had stopped struggling, 
"See, | knew this would 'app'n" He separated the other man from his chest: 
"What?" Sav snarled, his curiosity unable to keep his mouth shut. 

"When | told you off last night" He said softly. 


A growl sounded in front of him. "We won't talk about last night, Joe." 


"Oh won't we?" 
"We won't, and now let me go." 


Joe discarded his request. "So what, we're gonna ignore each other from now on? What if we-- no, what when 


we hit it big, are we gonna be one of those bands that drive in separate busses and meet only on stage?" 
"We don't ‘ave to ignore each other." Sav mumbled 

"Oh, how? Seems to me that's what you're doing now” 

"Sod off, Joe.” 

"No, you sod off. Do you remember anything from last right? Do you remember what you said?" 

"| said we won't tak about that!" Sav growled and looked up at Joe, blue eyes sparkling even in the darkness. 
"And | said we will Joe yelled back, their faces only inches away. ‘If | recall, | tried to stop you, and yet you 
insisted! | knew we would come to this--" He let go of the other man finally but Sav didn't run away. "But you 


begged, Sav!" 


| was battered!" Sav hissed in his face. "If I'd said ‘Throw me off the bloody roof, would you ‘ave listened to 
that too?!" 


"Bollocks, Sav! You know that's not the same." Joe ran a hand through his dark curls. 

"Why not? Because you could dip your tool in this way?" Sav challenged, watching Joe's mouth shut. 
"You know that's not true." He said slowly. 

"You know what? | don't, Joe. How can |? You jumped the gun" 

Joe grimaced. "What? Do you not remember pleading and offering yourself to me?" 

Sav pressed his lips together briefly. "You could've said no." 

Joe opened his mouth in vain, shaking his head. "You know what, | give up." 


He raised his hands and passed him by. "Sit there and cry like a little girl, | don't give a shit. When you find 


your missing bollock, you know where to find me.” 


There had to be something wrong with the stupid guitar because it couldn't be him. He knew how to play their 
songs, for crying out loud! 


And yet, the stupid instrument would do anything except play the note he wanted or tried like a mule. 


A mule. 


Yeah, that sort of describes it. 


He gave up eventually and dropped the instrument onto the pile of wind-jackets lying scattered on the 


mattress. 

They needed someone to sweep that mess too. Where in bloody hell would they find such a sucker? 
Joe sighed and started pacing the room, scratching his empty pockets. He didn't have a penny. 

He couldn't afford a fag, leave alone a sweeper. 


He leaned his forearms onto the wall and dropped his head forward. 


He had to believe. 

If not, for the rest of the boys. 

And the name Def Leppard couldn't go to waste. It seemed too important and just.. perfect, to be forgotten 
If he had chosen another name, and they blew it collectively, there could still be a new beginning. 

But not like this. 

Def Leppard had to live. 

Joe sighed and closed his eyes. 

He didn't have a penny. Not for a fag, not for anything. 

Then there was Sav. 


He felt his head pulsing and began wondering how it was that hangover ignored him until now. 


The sound he'd grown to hate rang from behind him and he raised his head in time to see the door opening 


and a pair of blue eyes peeping from the crack. 


He turned around fully but didn't say anything. Sav walked in and pushed the door to close, eyes dragging 
across the floor and the wall behind Joe. 


"Will you ‘ear me out?" He asked slowly, finally meeting Joe's gaze. 
The singer stood still, observing the other man. 

"Depends on what you ‘ave to say." 

Licking his lips, Sav looked away again 


"That." He began, eyes trained somewhere on the left as if he were looking at a real thing. "That was basically 
the worst mistake I've made in my entire life." 


Joe blinked quickly. 
Alright, that should've provoked a different feeling, he thought. 


‘I've never done.. anything like it" He went on, eyes focused on the floor while his fingers fumbled with each 
other in front of him. "So | think you should be more understanding.’ 


Joe's eyebrows disappeared in his fringe. "Me? Of what?" 

"Me." Sav looked up at him. "Do you ‘ave any clue ‘ow ‘ard it is for me to look you in the eye now?" 
Joe's lips parted for a tenth an inch but he didn't say anything. 

‘lm ‘umiliated out of me mind, Joe." 

Joe swallowed briefly, fingers itching to do something as they rested beside his thighs. 


"Look." He sighed in the end, hand sweeping through his dark hair. "I'm not gonna mock you. So don’ worry 


about that" 

"It isn't just that!" Sav shook his head, hands uselessly falling against his thighs. 

"Its me" Joe shrugged awkwardly. "Im not go-~" 

"Yes exactly, Joe. Maybe it wouldve been easier if a stranger were there instead of you." 


Joe raised a hand in exasperation and turned away, gaze sweeping all over the wall. "What does it matter, Sav? 


If someone else was closer, you'd be dumping your rubbish on them now. Anyone. Steve, Pete, Rick" 


He was expecting a response from Sav, and when it failed to deliver, he turned around and gazed at him. 
"Sav?" 


"What?" He growled under breath, staring at his right, the light coming from the window reflecting from his 


irises. 
"You used me just because | was the closest one, right?" 
J g 


Sav looked at him with traces of well-hidden panic in his eyes. After several moments of silence, he settled on 


tossing the potato into his friend's hands. "What do you think, Joe?" 

Green eyes shone under the almost black locks, not breaking connection with Sav's blue ones. 

Joe's voice was hoarse when he spoke minutes later. 

"What is it that you want from me, Sav?" He asked almost carefully. 

Sav's lips closed together and his nostrils widened just a little bit. 

‘| want you to leave me alone" He growled quietly. "Thought | made it clear this morning!" 

Joe glared at him. "And | thought you finally found your bollocks!" 

Within seconds, Sav was on him, swinging a fist up in his face but Joe ducked on time, grabbing the other 
man's slamming hands and pushing him away. With a loud growl, Sav attacked him again, punching his jaw 
suddenly and sending him staggering backwards until he hit the wall and slid down to the floor, wiping the blood 


off his bottom lip. 


Brain hazed with white-hot anger, Sav threw himself at Joe, straddling his thighs and trapping him there. The 
other man stared at him, surprised. His thumb was still on his bleeding lip and his gaze focused on the bassist. 


Somehow restraining himself last moment, Sav's raging breathing calmed down for some reason and he 
observed his friend's eyes; the wild, colourful jungle had reduced to mint-green and he wasn't growling 
anymore. 

"Aren't you gonna hit me back?" Sav asked eventually, swallowing unnoticeably. 


"Do you want me to?" 


Sav rolled his eyes but made no attempt to stand up, just like Joe didn't try to push him off. His gaze dropped 
to some spot on his friend's t-shirt. 


"Spill it." 

The bassist looked up. "What?" 

"Sav." 

"What?" He asked again, frustration sneaking up into his voice. 


Joe wasn't amused. He never even thought of the possibility until several minutes ago but now he simply 


couldn't let it go. 
"Answer my question” 


For a brief moment, Sav considered playing oblivious, and Joe could see the indecision on his face, but he 


eventually exhaled quietly, still not bothering to get off Joe's thighs 

"What do you want to know?" 

Joe's mouth closed briefly, as if doubting his curiosity. He tried catching Sav's eyes before he spoke 
"Could it ‘ave been anybody?" 

Sav looked up at him, sky-blue peeping from underneath his dark brown locks 

"Does it matter?" 

Joe's hands were resting on his friend's thighs and he wasn't even aware of it 

"|. | don't know." Joe confessed, blinking quickly. "I just want to know’ 

Sav fumbled with the end of Joe's shirt and they both lowered their gazes to the spot. 


"| don't know." He stopped his hands' movements but didn't let go of the material, his eyes still focused on it. "I 
suppose.. | trust you the most" 


Joe's mouth opened uselessly, eyes widening and heart thundering ominously at the thought that crossed his 
mind. 


"Sav. How drunk were you last night?" 


"What?" He almost shrieked, and then pushed Joe roughly in the middle of the chest. "Fuck youl" He rose off 
his thighs abruptly, eyes shining with rage and something else Joe couldn't identify just yet. 


"You ‘onestly think | planned it?! OF course you do!" He was spitting as he talked and Joe stood up from the 
floor, too shocked to say or do anything. He'd never seen Sav like that before. 


"The mighty Joe Elliott! Everybody's after that cock of yours! Everybody wants into your trousers, don’ they, 
Joe?! Well fuck you." He pointed at Joe and stormed from the room, the door slamming back and forth behind 
him. 


Ah hell no. 


Joe was hot on his heels, running until he caught up with him on the squeaky iron staircase, grabbing his arm 


and trying to calm him down. 


"Sav!" He yelled at his growling friend, fingers relentlessly gripping the strained bicep in attempt to keep him in 


place. 
"Let go, Joe!" 


"Listen to me, you stubborn twat!" He squeezed his teeth, fighting the newfound strength Sav seemed to have 


uncovered. "| didn't mean it like that! | was just asking--" 

"The bloody ‘ell you were!" Sav snarled in his face, eyes bloodshot and wide. "You think | wanted you to f--" He 
shut his mouth briefly. ".do that to me?! You ‘ave no idea, Joe! You can't possibly imagine what it feels like to 
be used like that. I'm a man, just like you!" 


"Sav! | didn't use you; | thought | was helping you.. You led me to believe you needed me." 


"Well ‘old on Joe" Sav stopped struggling and was spontaneously let go from the other man's grasp. "Let me 


ask you a question" He seemed calm all of a sudden. 


Joe swallowed briefly and nodded, watching Sav climb a stair up, until they were standing on the same level. His 


expression was unfathomable and eyes unreadable. 

"Would you ‘ave helped just anyone?" 

As short as that. 

A simple question, and yet for some reason, Sav had him choking on his own saliva with it. 
"What?" He managed to croak out. 

"Pete, Steve, Rick.? If they were there instead of me." 


Alright, fuck 


Why couldnt he answer that? Joe wondered as minutes passed by. 
No, seriously, would he have done so? 


And when he partially snapped from his world, Sav didn't seem to be having a mocking expression on his face. 


He just stared at him. 
"L." 


"Would you.. Joe?" Now he reached the point where he seemed sincerely interested and that made it even 


harder for Joe to reply. 
Why, he couldn't tell. 


| suppose.. Yeah." He breathed out, trails of sweat forming under his dark fringe. You could almost see the 


change in Sav's expression, and if Joe didn't know better, he could swear Sav seemed hurt. 
"Alright" He nodded and went down the stairs. 
"Sav!" Joe realized he blew it, but he still couldn't figure out exactly why and in which way. "Sav, wait! What--" 


"Sure" He stopped abruptly, making Joe slam into his back before descending to stand by him at the bottom of 


the staircase. 
"l." He wasn't sure what to say at this point. "Why are you doing this?" 
"And just what exactly am | doing, Joe?" 


"Just tell me what's bothering you, alreight?" He wrapped a hand around the other man's bicep, unconsciously 


stroking up and down in that soothing manner. "You can tell me anything, luv.’ 
Moments of silence didn't help his case though. 
| can't do this, Joe." Sav swung himself out of Joe's grasp and slid past him. 


"Rick!" He called in frustration, hoping the other man would turn around. His hands fell uselessly against his 
thighs. "| wouldn't have!" 


Sav didn't turn around but he stopped just short of the heavy steel door, holding on to the rusty doorpost 
with his hand. 


He spun only enough to look at his friend, still rooted to the spot. 


He didn't ask What? or Are you serious? or What are you talking about?.. He just stared, the middle part of his 
bottom lip sucked in between his teeth. It eventually popped out, wet and redder than before. 


Joe swallowed and propped his hands on his hips, head hung lower than usual. "| wouldn't ‘ave helped just 


anyone" He was staring only partly at Sav, eyes roaming over the wall and the floor. 


Sav didn't move from his spot, but his body was now facing Joe. However, his hand still held the doorpost in a 
tight grip. 


"So.. there." Joe said awkwardly, hands falling from their secure position on his hips. "I told you mine.” 


He partly expected Sav to grin, come over to him and well, pat his back or do something to show everything 


was okay. 
Sav did no such thing. 


He just stood there for seconds, taking in Joe's lost expression, his avoidance to make eye-contact, the not-so- 


confident pose Joe was in.. And it was rather weird. Joe was always self-confident. 


‘I'm glad my judgement is as good as ever." Sav eventually said with a touch of amusement to his voice. Lips 
curled upwards just a little bit, he stepped out of the building and walked away, leaving a confused Joe staring 
at the rusty air that replaced his presence. 


